The Triumph of Jeffreys
mentor. For^seven and a half minutes by the clock Jeffreys
waits expecting at last his victim will give way, and then the
poor wretch murmurs: " I cannot give an account of it."
It is enough to excuse my Lord's outburst. " Oh, blessed
God ! Was there ever such a villain upon the face of the
earth : to what times are we reserved ! Dost thou believe
in a God ? "
Dunne is quite ready with his answer here, and the
strange pair settle down to a page of discussion concerning
the omniscience of the deity and the certainty that Dunne's
words and actions are known to God above. In all this
Jeffreys, who enjoyed displaying his devotion to religion
when on the Bench, finds Dunne replying to his catechism
with great fervour and heartiness. But when he winds up
with a request that the Court may share with Providence
Dunne's recollection of " the business you spoke of," the
record is as before : " But he made no answer."
Lord Chief Baron Montagu, who sat silent throughout
the rest of the trial, now tries to elicit an answer, but none
comes, and then Jeffreys breaks into columns of abuse of the
witness and his co-religionists, hoping thereby to overawe
the jury whose verdict is essential to his object.
" I hope, gentlemen," he says, " you take notice of the
strange and horrible carriage of this fellow ; and withal you
cannot but observe the spirit of that sort of people, what a
villainous and devilish one it is.... A Turk is a saint to such.
a fellow as this, nay, a Pagan would be ashamed to be thought
to have no more truth in him. O blessed Jesus ! What an
age do we live in, and what a generation of vipers do we live
among. . * . Will any of you all, gentlemen, be content to die
with a lye in your mouth ? Do not you all expect, accord-
ing to the orthodox doctrine of the true Church of England,
that eternal damnation will be the portion of lyars ?"
Once more Jeffreys cries out upon Dunne's wickedness,
and denounces Mm and his friends, and implores him for the
sake of his soul, and threatens him with all manner of disaster,
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